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TRUTH THAT TRAILS 


Mycenae 


I had been there! 

Maybe as a captive, 

I don’t remember. 

I remember trudging 

the rough road 

seeing in the high distance 

the awesome wall and gate 

grow larger, 

the city pinned to raw mountain, 
rocks climbing the sky behind it. 
Was I shackled? 

It doesn’t matter. 

One of a small group 

I turned the sharp angle 

in the ascending road 

and saw the lofty lions 

carved in stone, 

august, angular, 

proudly reclining over the gate 
protecting the insider 
frightening others 

portraying strength of which I was no part. 
Horns signalled, 

there were shouts in a strange tongue. 
Weights dropped. 

Iron gates clanked, swung. 

Was I Celt 

brought by ship 

for a Druid rite? 
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Inside were stones 

upright in a circle 
commanding a view of miles, 
field and plain 

the road we had trod. 

My eyes were free 

to see the distant blue haze 
shading to pink 

in the dust we had stirred. 

I remember what seemed 
throngs of opulent people, 
exquisite beyond my knowing. 
My stay was short. 

Did I meet aberrant death 
our little band together 

or one by one. 

I do not remember. 

Kind Providence 

I do not remember. 

I only remember the majesty, 
the ancient city Mycenae. 

I was there. 
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The Flood at Morvi 
[August 19, 1979] 


Spread on the edge of the river 
at the foot of a dam 

lay the town of Morvi 

in India. 

Seventy thousand souls lived, 
carried their karma, 

counted on the water of life 
held behind the dam at Morvi 
in India. 


Twelve hundred bodies found 
drowned and left by the flood waters, 
men and boys tending sacred cows, 
women wrapped in saris 
struggling to swim 

losing grip on their babies, 

all lie stinking in the warm mud 
that once was the town of Morvi 

in India. 

Seventy thousand lived 

before the dam collapsed. 

“Where have the others gone?” 
Cries Mayor Desai, escaped with a few 
from the flood at Morvi 

in India. 7 

Ask the river 

that flows to the sea. 

How far 

to the sea from Morvi 

in India. 

How far 

to the sea from here. 
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Kinship 


Through the early mist 

long fingers reach 

to quench the glow of moon. 
Clouds over the sea turn 

red and black with importance 
hiding the sun’s arrival. 

No creature shares 

as watching I walk the firm sand. 
Yet, there from the dune top 

one with long dark hair she brushes, 
her features, age and eyes untold, 
waves a greeting. 

Bobbing at the waist, I wave. 
She, too, chose 

this early solitude. 

As I move along the strand 

still watching, a fin 

cuts the shining silk, 

the roll and flow of porpoise 
fingerless flippers saluting. 
Again, I wave a greeting, feeling 
in this primitive morning, 

we, too, are kin. 
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Choice 


I fancy country roads, 

grass growing between two sandy ruts 
sprinkled lightly with unbroken pine needles, 
roads that disappear into green 

tunnels of touching fingers 

leading where imagination flows 

or to oblivion. 


18 


Urgency at Evening 


Shrimp boats, nets hauled, 
boards flying, skim 

the billowy sea, 

curve round the buoy, 
head for home. 


Low over the dunes 

feathered with waving oats, 

a coral sun ball 

works through haze 

to create evenings light show, 
prelude to sleep. 

Silk ribbon clouds 

reflect the changing spectrum 
soaking into the dome. 


Stick legs flicker 

on mirroring sand 

as dowitchers scamper 
for the day’s last meal, 
reluctantly fly up 

to keep distance from 
a homeward traveller, 
half circle out to sea, 
return to fish the shore 
as dusk deepens. 


Man’s bare feet 

mash the smoothness 
left by receding tide, 
hurry on to make marks 
knowing 

somewhere ahead 

night is waiting. 
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Sojourn 


Joints swell with devil’s heat. 
Cold sears grim as dry ice, 
withers muscles 

brunt of grey beard jokes. 


Not that mind defiling cover up, 
Oh studied one, 

you can’t prescribe a cure? 

1’1l1 send thoughts on hawk wings 
into distilled air high 

above thinking ruled by pain. 


Heat rises, 

dry ice freezes harder 
burns deeper 

in the thin air. 


Oh wise one bring 
mind clouding potions. 
Iam mortal, and 
must wait to soar. 
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Exit 


The great wheels rumbled 

as the chariot dipped. 

I heard you hop aboard, 

clank the door. 

Hiding in the safety of restraint 
I did not tell I’d heard. 


Later, the phone call came. 
I asked ‘When?’ But, 
I already knew. 
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Beyond Beyond 


When you first went away 

your answers came back 

sage and comprehending, 
clearly from your vantage view 
outside time, above Earth mist. 
One day, alabaster clouds 
billowed 

forming your profile 

fine wrought, nobly reposed, 
waiting. 

Sky wind dispersed the profile, 
scattered clouds to other duties. 
Today, your answer does not come — 
unless it’s in that gentle 

cry of an infant 

I think I hear. 
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Waiting Room 


Privacy had become a luxury. 

His voice boomed, 

indicating his arm, his chest, 
retelling the nurse his ailments. 
His white head cropped, 

crinkled baby like 

tipped forward in the blue sweater 
draping his shoulders. 


The nurse’s soft answer 
clinical, professional 
left untended 

the person before her. 


Heads of other patients 

waiting round the room 

drew deeper into magazines, 
fingers flipping pages 

in pretense of reading. 

Were they wrong to tell their arms 
they could not console him, 

his answer lay not 

in stranger’s sympathy ? 


He was still explaining, 
“Nurse, what I’m saying is 
something else has to be done 
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Intimidated 


Figs browning slowly 
Sweetening in the sun 
simmering rosy inside 
await my trembling fingers 
sensitive to the succulent 
moment of perfection. 


A blaze of crested cardinal, 

his lady following, 

flaunts in princely disregard 
to taste, reject, Swagger on 
disdaining meets and bounds 
confining earthlings. 


Facing his divine assurance 
I cannot clap my hands. 


Point of View 


Poor little red berry branch 
encased in clear ice, 

are you Shivering miserable, or 
thinking it’s quiet and nice. 


SAYING WHAT IS REAL 


31 


Feathered Viking 


“It’s a merganser, ” the duck hunter cried, 
“Fish eater!” 

“Smell to ruin the oven that roasts him. 
Throw him overboard!” 


You never wanted to be 

browned and placed on a platter, 
target for a hunter, 

retrieving practice for his dog. 
You coaxed ducklings into flight. 
There must be more. 


There was pink dawn and coral dusk, 
salt marsh warmed by climbing sun, 
the taste of mullet, 

beckoning wave of marsh grass 

seen from exhilarating height, 

the thrill of settling with the flock, 
of following and leading. 


Now, Viking set to sea, 

ship a funeral pyre, 

your ship flames white plumes 

lifting with the breeze 

wafting you down the inlet 

to open sea, 

the return to essence. 

Poignant beak skyward, 

henna crest floats limp willed, 

black wings slim your sides, formally. 
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Webbed feet, extended rudders, 

give length to the funeral barge 

riding with the tide, 

breast feathers heaped up plump 
white as gardenias. 

A Viking needs no more. 


A seagull settles, bobbing 

in the water next the bier. 

A splendid scavenger, 

he only does his lot. 

He plucks the gardenias, 

begins to tear your lovely breast. 
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The Moment 


In one brief moment our eyes met 
through the moving car window. 
You looked so young 

lay motionless, 

tipped back, 

wheeled up steps. 

Your eyes knew I wondered. 

As my car zipped away 

those eyes went with me. 
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The Goad 


That mountain just sits — 
maybe he’s studying — 
but don’t you go allowing 
he’s good for nothing, 
he’s troubling me. 

Ever time I look up 

he’s looking back 

stone faced 

reminding me 

I gotta climb hills. 


Stripper 


Winter Wind doth pant and blow. 
One by one leaves slip below. 
Lusty Winter wants to see 

each curved limb of that fine tree 
stripped and naked against the sky, 
dancing wildly as he goes by. 


Without her veil of gold or green, 

she’s bravely bare as a striptease queen 
whipped to shimy and shed her gown. 
Leaves of gold have all dropped down, 
each leaf stripped from every twig 

by Winter Wind, — the chauvinist pig! 
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The Oracle 


Invoke the sea by grey light, 
hunker on hardened sand 
washed, shivering 

sacrifice at Delphi. 

Offer yourself 

at dune top 

questing. 

The Oracle lulls with lapping waves 
scolds with spray and spume 
sings of seed on fertile ground, 
oysters to rake and pry, 

ripe, perhaps, with pearl. 
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The Long View 


From twenty miles away 

Kings Mountain seems 

a tree shaded slope 

gently graded, dreaming in haze. 
Come near and see forbidding cliffs, 
stunted trees, roots baked dry, 

rock crevices snake filled. 


From two hundred years away 

Kings Mountain stands for brave men, 
jaunty coon skin caps and comraderie, 
silver whistles and glory. 

Come near and see battered skulls, 
flash of muskets hot and smoking, 
oozing wounds, wrenched life. 
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The Beast 


There is no keen edge 

to the cruelty you practice, 
no refined steel to slice clean 
or cleverness to dilute 

the essence of the chop. 
Wielding your mallet mind 
you hack with primitive tool 
to crudely mash and maim. 
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Tasting Dirty Leather 


The towhead 

squeezed in the grocery cart 
clutches a box of animal crackers. 
One hand pushes a tiger 

to the little pink mouth. 

Slap, slap, slap! 

Mouth, face, mouth! 

The father’s leather glove strikes, 
his clinched jaw tightens 

beneath biblical beard. 


Later, on the sidewalk 

outside the clinic 

seeing rhythmic robots 

march placards parroting 

“Give Life A Chance” brings 
blinding flash of stunned white face, 
broken tiger clinging 

to reddened lips; 

sting of slap; 

taste of dirty leather. 
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Empathy 


I wrote you of my prayers, 
dried my eyes, 

walked back into my own life, 
but you slug on 

mile after mile 

mired, 

jarred each day from fitful sleep 
to the same burning realization. 
I wish for a bridge 

we could cross over 

trade skins and souls 

to let you rest. 

Eyes clear and stingless 

you might see invisible handles, 
take up your lot again 

sinking less deeply into the bog. 


Terminal 


Your forehead burned my lips. 
Out of hollows, your eyes 
bore into the crust 

of my smooth baked life 
leaving me raw, 

facing your acceptance. 
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The News 


It seeped in lightly 
drop by drop 
gentle as spring rain. 


Palatable drops gather, 
meld to freshet, 
devastate. 
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Night Beat 


I cannot think of you 

when dusk has turned to dark. | 

My heart is so entwined with yours, 
distress for you is also mine. 


By day, I guide my thoughts 

to your sunshine acres; 

by night, my thoughts break leash. 
Uncontrolled, they travel 

to your one alley of anguish. 

They lunge at doors known to be sealed, 
sniff exits locked with loathsome keys, 
*til dawn mends the leash. 


By day I see you clothed in courage. 

Does that same fabric make your night dress? 
And is that fabric strong enough 

to wrap you in confident sleep? 
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Shove from Above 


Mellow musical tones sing 
Bo-ong! bo-ong! bo-ong! 
It’s Grandfather’s clock. 
Nostalgic baritone notes 
nudge my languor. 
Warden of time and scion 
speaks accusingly, 

firmly shaking lethargy. 


Train Ride 


Lined up twin peas 

each side the aisle 

our space compact 

but well defined, 

time suspended 

thoughts ranging unfenced 
whither yours 

whither mine, 

we ride encapsulated. 
Should I, could I 

prick your capsule 

ride your thought train, 
share your fare, 

show my ticket? 

We should get more than 
just here to there. 
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Lost 


Tires sizzled, clicked off 

the seams of the superroad. 
Trucks passed. My cruise control 
held me to schedule. 

I’d be on time to meeting. 

Houses, trees, cows in fields 
flowed to one body 

blurred in meteor speed. 


To turn seemed so right 

I never questioned it. 

The pavement changed from white 
to pebbled black, 

curved, dropped and climbed. 
The cruise control retired 

as pace slowed. 

Trees held hands above 

to form a new world in which 
our level was the lower story. 
Birds and small animals lived, 
followed trails, safe 

from all but squirrel guns. 


This road could not be right 
and yet it was so pleasant 
how could it be called wrong. 
I pressed on, curious, 
delighted. 
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Trees, all generals, crowded 
to the road, leaving 

no place for saplings. 

Surely there’d be a reassuring 
sign, or someone to ask, 
perhaps beyond the mist ahead. 


There on short brick knees 

a little grey church rested 
cocooned in a clearing 

that sloped sideways to 

a wading stream. 

A herd of recent footprints 
patterned the ground near 

the picnic table, clean swept 
after lunch at Sunday preaching. 


Around the next curve 

the school house watched 

from clear eyed windows 

spotted with bright art paper 

as children played Red Rover 

in the well-worn yard. 

My road snaked on, 

center lined both white and yellow, 
grey rocks flanking, 

some bearing velvet green moss, 
some sprouting pines 

dwarfed bonsai. 
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A small boy uphilling 
from his mailbox 
waved a lettered hand 
as his muffler bounced 
upon his back. 


Gas pumps loomed ahead. 
Friendly faces of men 

seated on a bench 

would have directed me 

by the shortest route back 

to the fast highway. 

In my rear view mirror 

I watched them wave, and knew 
that if this was lost 

I wished to stay that way. 


It seemed down hill. 

I was braking on the curves. 
A yellow stop sign told me 

I had reached the highway 
and that my destination 

lay not far ahead. 


“You took a wrong turn? 
You really should pay 
more attention when you 
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drive, you know, being 
lost can be serious. Besides, 
we’ve all been waiting.” 


My apology seemed weak 
but was sincere. 

I was contrite. 

It was inconsiderate 

to be so headless. 
Besides, I’d kept 

my friends waiting 

and caused concern 

as well as irritation. 


The wine, the lunch, 

the minutes, the business, 

old and new, the speaker — 

I listened half attention. 

My mind was tracing roads 
wondering if I could find 

that turn again, the wrong one, 
this time coming from 

the other side. 
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DeBordieu 


DeBordieu green is deeper 

blue is indigo wild 

sun sets soft as dove wings. 

To the white strand that’s 

tidal clean, unprinted, 

sea gives up sand dollars. 

Deer with polished eyes 

leap into laurel thickets 

flicking white tails. 

Mockingbirds never know 

it isn’t spring, 

weeds bloom, thinking wildflower. 
Fresh breeze 

speaks in tongues of ghosts 
walking storms and crinkled creeks, 
speaks slurred in steamy August 
sinking to one with puff mud, 
crabs sidle the murky marsh, 
hermits wag one claw 

in scattering haste. 

Primordial alligators cruise 
armor-plated for blockade runners 
entering miasma, 

cranes step in silent confidence. 
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Connecting to the Main 


A bilious monster quivers 

jerks in one-armed deformity, 
claws a ditch to channel 

the serpent of black plastic 

lunging to uncoil. 

Stopped by a ribbon of asphalt, 

the snake trembles in grotesque loops 
to wait for the boring 

through the long-dead earth 

under the street 

then strikes into the tunnel, 
wriggles through the nether regions, 
connects to the main, 

to passion, bright power 

poisonous unless burning. 
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Creating 


Unworded excitement 
seethes within the cage 
screaming for release, 
squeezes out between ribs 
to sally forth 

wind on each ear 

leaving the cavity 

clean swept, 

breath easing in. 


THROUGH JOYS 
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Gravitation 


This planet parts the sea 
leaving a path to sky. 

I control canvas wings | 
plumped with harnessed wind 
to glide in freedom 

through roaring silence, 
needing nothing, no one. 
Allowed to swing free 

to the very edge, I am, 

as planets are to sun, 

reeled in before destruction, 
by Earth’s mothering force 


hugged to the watery curve, and 


back to mooring. 


Savor the Moment 


Measuring length on sand 
toes stretch to the sea. 
Above the glistening 

curve of his chest 

blue sky climbs 

as my head turned 

toward strength 

hollows the sand 

that dampens from pressure 
of shoulders, buttocks, calves. 
A roll of the head 

would tell if the blue 

flows the full dome sweep. 
For this moment, 

be still, happy head. 
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Coquinas 


The summer you were three 
you learned coquinas, 
rainbow butterflies 

to delight shell collectors, 
tender morsels to sustain 
wading birds. 

You dug coquinas and 
watched. They never tire 
of burrowing with invisible feet 
to slip back into 

the salt wet sand 

of their belonging, 

leaving a dimple and 

a bubble for the tide. 


You will remember coquinas. 
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November Coast 


Bearded November turns inward 
pulling clouds low to the sea 
grey upon grey, 

snuggles the misty corners 

up to his chin 

grumbling, too weary for sleep. 


Birds whip about 
belonging to lead wind 
where ghosts float, 

stay to rock 

in empty rocking chairs. 


Windblown visitors 
shutter faceless windows, 
scurry inland 

leaving rattles 

and grey. 


Flow with the wind 
that drives dingy foam, 
tongue the salt on lips 
absorbing the spray. 
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Finesse 


Maybe the first time 
a pitcher was tipped 
milk sputtered 
from the spout 
unknowing sculptured stream. 


Maybe the first time 

a tap was turned 
wasted water 

sank in sand 

leaving no impression. 


Your fingers find my hand. 
Energy with form flows 
leaving dimples. 
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Freshening 


Trees sway deep salutation 
leaves wink, 

slick water crinkles. 
Sullen heat that flopped, 
bags his gnats, goes 
without a parting word. 
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A Matter of Reception 


Snow breaks free of dark clouds 
wanting to rest on Earth. 

In the city it lies 

shoved and salted 

shamed to ice and mush 

wet as rain on 

the pocked, paved face. 

The countryside reaches up 
bare-armed to snow that drifts 
winter ermine across acres, 
snuggling shoulders in the wind. 


Not Yet, Crocus 


Sleeping children stretch 
green toes to test the air. 
Mother yawns, plays for time, 
snugs a white blanket 

above the brown, sighing 
“Sleep a little longer, dears.” 
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Gift for February 


Mother grasped the flour sifter 
turning, shaking, beating 

against the heel of her worn hand 
to make the lightest, purest snow. 


Night came starless, cold, 

too quiet for anything but sleep. 
Weary handed she tilted the sifter 
dumping rough snow to clump 

on trees that sag 

catching the February gift. 


After the Ice Storm 


Canister shot from ice laden trees 
cannon cracks to ground 

splintering, shimmering, splashing. 
Vapors rise; embattled earth warms. 


The winter war is not yet won 
but white veiled sun had come, 
pale fingers probing. 


She slips the ice dressings 
from trees split, broken, 

raw with wind fury; 

soothes and starts the healing. 
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Is It Faith 


I go to the woods and fields 
seeking signs of spring. 
Too pale a sun 

loosens my collar, 

quiet birds still 

plump their feathers. 

A bit of yellow ribbon 
caught in barren vines 
quickens me 

to see it jasmine. 


Dawn at DeBordieu 


Dawn 

eased in from the sea 
making black phantoms 
of innocent white clouds 
sleeping off shore. 


Dawn 

is honor guest 

at a surprise party. 

Birds burst with trills 
throttled by night, 

blue lightning kingfishers shrill 
crack, dive with glee, 
doves coo their pleasure 
at her arrival. 

Owls, knowing their place, 
hoot reluctant farewell. 
Trout jump, splash 
joyously up the creek. 


Dawn 

turns red; 

to enter the world quietly 
was her intent. 
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White Moon 


White marble in the blue 
defers to pulsing day 

even as true affection 

stands by without diminishing. 
When storm clouds at night 
block the shining face 

it ruffles them with bright comfort 
and waits 

to seize the glory moment 
when winds of time have 
cleared the sky. 

It lights shadowy places 
between pinacles, 

waxes, wanes, tugs at us, 
circles our world 

constantly. 
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Maple Goes Basic 


Her wealth, gold, luxurious clothes, 
she dumped them all 
haphazardly ! 


Her neighbors, still opulent, encumbered, 
wave her off, bright fingers floating, 
she’1l be sorry, and out in the cold. 


It was last night on impulse 

she gave it all away. 

Limbs quivering and ready 

she shivered. Impedimenta lay 
discarded gold about her feet. 


Maple was first to find 
unfettered living, 
clean, grey lines. 
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Affinity 


You and I share nearness 
and watch. 


A young girl 

runs to the dock asking, 
“Are you catching any fish?” 
Sits close beside her fisherman. 


A restless youth 

finds his magnet 

waiting in the porch swing, 
settles beside her. 


A snow crowned lady enjoys 
through the baby’s shining eyes 
the dancing of light on water. 


795 


Sea-Lover 


More than a moon passed 

since I paid homage 

to this sea. 

It was at peace, 

salt-soothed my cuts and scratches, 
rocked me with blue and white 

into serenity I carried inland. 


Flying grey and white 

sets my fancy soaring, 
seeing this as lover’s rage 
at my neglect. 

Foaming fury blisters all 
to chasten me, 

a speck that blows 

along this stretch of sand. 
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Consumed 


I took the only bud 

not nipped by frost of time, 
pruned for getting in our way, 
lavished on it last hope care, 
watched growth unfolding. 


Created mine alone 

it now owns me, 

dictates feeding, watering; 
disciplines my once free soul 
to scheduled nurture 

lest it wither and die. 


It consumes me 
mind and muscle, but 
the fire dances. 


At the Head Table 


Near the speaker sat 

cold grey eyes 

roving the audience, 
earrings dancing 

about the stem 

to a lifted chin, 

nose gleaming straight 
hard set as the rubied lips. 


And, the speaker’s mouth 


dripped grapes in endless bunches. 
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October Beach 


Be careful! Don’t break this day. 
Crystal shatters easily. 

Shimmering sea meets cut glass sky; 
glistening wet sand mirrors. 


Like jagged glass cast to sea, decisions 
wash in wieldy, smooth to handle. 

Sea birds’ feet make peace signs 

in the wave washed shore. 
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On Bringing Light 


Sun takes the Earth in sudden mastery, or 
skips and teases with the clouds. 

Day still is day. 

Deep into warm bed covers you slide, or 
find me helpless 

hands dripping soap suds 

that splotch your good grey flannel. 

You have come to me wet 

from swimming in the sea. 

Your touch still is your touch. 
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A GLIMPSE THROUGH EYES THAT SEE 
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Circles 


If despair chips away 

walling high with shard 

slick with tears, 

unsurmountable; 

consider how, when 

snow soaks weary earth, 

garden mulch, muck 

beneath skeleton trees, 

is pierced with quickening crocus; 
distant fields, though fallow, 

are faintly tinged with nascent green. 
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Photinus Pyralis 


As sky turns pale and dies, 
fireflies from meadow grass 
Sweep in rising arcs 

swing lanterns through the night 
to show the way for 

light to creep once more 

and bring the sky to life. 

I, too, will rise, 

clutch darting hope, 

lantern through to dawn. 
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Survival 


Bright skirts dance as 

leaves sway to cricket cadence 
leading on past returning 

into a love affair with 

crisp blue air, red apples and tweed 
ending with a growl, 

unsheathed fangs, extended claws 
lunging at the throat of all that lives. 


Build fires for courage, 

turtle in, pocket fists! 

Animals huddle in ravines 

warm with moist breath. 

Plants go limp, smug in knowing seed 
lies deep and cozy in 

the brown blanket. 
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Benediction 


Dark confinement ends 
as bright titian climbs 
out of saffron sea 

to swing doors, 
proclaim penance done. 
Christening waves 

slide in white ruffled, 
moist air drifts hands 
layed on in blessing. 
Unwritten day rolls free. 
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Hearthside 


The fire that pushed heat 
now pulls even my own. 

I am greying as the coals, 
wrinkling as the Earth. 
With morning another fire 
to warm the seedlings 
playing near the hearth 

lies spent at evening. 
Somewhere spinning matter 
spewed from an eternal sun 
cools and crusts 

waiting for footprints. 


Gentle Tutoring 


I watched her face, 
her hands, when 
roses were near. 
She taught me roses, 


climbing roses, 

hardy and appreciative, 
shining leaves and thorns, 
pale pink on elegant stems. 


I grew, 

learned to love, 

planted. 

Dawn pink buds 

peep above the window-sill, 
reminding me. 


1’1l call my children 
to come and see. 
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The Race 


Creation flows 

through canny fingertips 
painting stones of lead crystal 
edged in flame 

clustering garnet sun, 
heraldic broach for morning. 


Knights rush forth 

clank hard heeled 

through pulsating day, 

joust towards pinnacles 

past gilded progress, 

towers catechizing enlightenment. 


Evening’s radiance 
grows weary, fades, 
softens nursery pale, 
slips into darkness 
taking comfort in 
predicting birth. 
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Transcendency 


Walk ahead, young friend, 

stride should not be slowed to shuffle; 
muscles should stretch to match desire. 
Strike on to the point and the curve beyond. 
I pace myself and am content 

to see in depth the ground I cover. 


Forge ahead, young friend, 

to ride your slipstream 

is all the help I need. 

To grasp horizon requires strength 
no longer mine; but faith in you 
makes me content to watch you go. 


Sea Turtle 


Amber wrinkles give 

skin to turn the head, 
flippers ocean strong. 

The leathered shell is tough, 
prime for growing barnacles, 
random warts of grey. 

Life left so recently 

signs remain. 

Eyes still seem to see; 
flippers move when moved. 
Waves caress the body 

in hopeful therapy, 
wondering why so still, 
prostrate in shining sand. 
Foamy fingers circle, 
fondle the empty form 
trying to soften sorrow 

by finding life 

had run full course. 
Shrimp boats ply the shore, 
drown that hope 

as deadly nets 

dig the sea. 


Mockingbird 


When summer air was vibrant 
with perfected imitations 

of quail, wren, jay and robin, 
his aspirations turned 

to calling “whip-poor-will’’. 
This aria was demanding 

for one so small dimensioned 
working night and day 

in practice room on chimney top. 
Joyously all the summer, 

first lightly through his repertoire, 
then, “whup-a-wi” he honed 

to polished “whip-poor-will”’. 


One day North Wind ruffled feathers. 
Virtuoso nibbled berries, 

content to move harmoniously 

into his quiet season. 
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Counter Current 


Haze lies lazy 

on the roll and rise 

of green to greener. 

Just beneath 

the surface of silence 

hums the busyness 

of butterfly and bee. 

Yearn to hold this 

forever unchanging. 

Yearn while dreaming of tweed, 
bright colored mufflers, 
goldenrod, football, 

bands crisp and clarion. 
Then yearn to keep that 
forever unchanging. 

Yearn while dreaming of logs 
blazing warmth at fireside, 
pop corn and chess pieces, 
wind winding snowdrifts. 
Yearn to keep this 

forever unchanging. 

Yearn while dreaming of meadowlarks 
summoning spring, 

leaf lettuce crisping 

on feeling the sun. 

Yearn counter current 

round and round. 
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